BRIGANDAGE IN THE ISMIDT AREA    zzg
After I left, there was a quarrel over a game of cards.
The prisoners dug nails out of the walls, sharpened
them and fought. Zaffiri, being clever, cut the electric
light and crouched in a corner. When the warders
came to separate them, Zaffiri alone was unhurt. Karao-
glan was badly wounded and died. Twenty more were
full of holes.
As it was now free of brigands we set to work to
bring prosperity to the area. I learnt the love of the
administrator which is as all-absorbing as the love of
women, the making of money or the intensity of the
religious fanatic. It is a thing out of the knowledge
of the Labour Party or the stay-at-homes, who label it
as the spirit of Imperialism and pile abuse on it. It
is beyond the calculations of the dry-as-dust; and it
would take such a dreary brain as that of John Stuart
Mill's to call the Empire, that it has built, a " system
of out-relief for the younger sons of the aristocracy."
It absorbed life and every minute and all the energy
of it. We put the villages straight. We built the roads.
We chased out fear as a dominant factor and attracted
back some sense of confidence. We doctored the people
and protected them and connected telephones to their
villages. The Law Courts returned to Skutari. The
taxes began to show that there was an increase in pros-
perity. Life began to become normal. The people
became my people, and this land my land.
All this was far harder work than brigand-catching,
for the Turks especially have to be helped by force
and only long afterwards are they grateful. Moreover
while it was the excitement of the chase the gendarmes